
        
            
                
            
        

    
COMING HOME PREGNANT FROM THE FUTA


CHAPTER 1


My tongue was deep in her mouth. She desperately wanted to hold on. To enjoy the soft wet depths of my pussy. But! was too good for her. I was in control and I showed no mercy. She knew I wanted her cum and I was riding her to finish her off.


There would be no pauses for her to regain control. There would be no soft kisses or slowing things down. I wanted her now and I wasn't prepared to wait for what was mine. I was like a ravenous animal... hungry for my fill... The more she tried to slow me down the harder I rode her.


My lust and passion overwhelmed her and scared her, but she couldn't escape... She didn't want to escape this wild woman who was totally in control of her. And her cock.


There was no stopping me now that we were fucking... She could beg... She could plead... But she didn't want me to stop. And then there was no stopping her either.


She groaned and shuddered, her body arched up against mine and I giggled as I pulled back and looked down into her eyes.


Again and again, she thrust her body against mine and I rode those thrusts and held her gaze as one wave of pleasure after another screamed through her body as her cum pulsed into me.


She was inside my body, but I was inside her head. She was deep in my pussy and filling me, but I was in control. We both knew that.


Even when she was gasping for breath and had no more to give me, I stayed on top, trapping her cock inside me as I leaned down and kissed her with a wild passion that she couldn't resist. My tongue was everywhere in her mouth and my long nails dug deep into her shoulders.


Even when her cock had shrunk back into a clit and all but slipped out of me, I stayed on top of her, kissing her and letting her jizz run out of me in big sticky globs and run down over her thighs and pussy lips.


When I finally rolled off of her, she was almost glad that it was over... At least she thought it was over, but I had other ideas. Other girls might have rolled off of her, having used her for her dick, and headed to the bathroom for a shower. Not me.


I kissed my way down over her chest and nipples and belly and then took her little clit into my mouth and began to suck.


When my lips and tongue touched that delicate little pink nub, she thought that her head would explode... She was on the verge of begging me to stop... It was so intense. Her hands moved through my hair as if she was about to push me away but I was doing what she wanted. All she could do was endure the pleasure that was almost painful and wait for me to stop. I would stop when her clit was a giant cock again. I felt her swell in my mouth. Slow at first, then bigger and bigger...


With a smack of my lips I finally stopped... but I didn't run for the bathroom. I kissed my way back up over her belly and chest and, before she could stop me, I was kissing her on the mouth.


"Mmm... Oh God..." She knew she was tasting herself... Knowing that I had just blew her back to a full erection, she wanted to push me away. She knew that meant she had to fuck my perfect pussy until she had another mind-blowing orgasm. She knew I was insatiable. I was on top of her again and my tongue was in her mouth.


She could feel her cock growing harder. It wanted me. She could feel my nipples hard against hers. Her hands were on my hips, on my ass, holding me. Her fingers were between my ass cheeks, searching for my asshole and I was moaning as her fingers pushed into me.


I writhed and she could feel her cock enveloped by my pussy lips as it slipped in again. I reached down between thighs and her cock was inside me again. Where it belonged.


"I took it from you last time," I whispered between kisses. "This time you need to give it to me."


She pushed and I didn't resist. She came out from underneath me and was behind me and between my legs in heartbeat. I eased myself up onto my knees and cried out as she slammed her cock into my pussy.


Again and again she thrust into me and each time I moaned as her meat went in. This time there was no urgency, no lack of control. I had already worked her first load out of her so this time she had a little more control and she was going to show me that she could fuck me senseless.


But then I moved... Her cock slipped out. There was some resistance... I cried out again and once again she was inside and it was tighter... even more wet... and now she was struggling to control her orgasm because she knew that she was in my ass.


She was there not because she wanted to be there. The thought of butt-fucking me hadn't crossed her mind, at least not on our first date. But it was on mine from the moment her fingers had slipped under the hem of my short skirt in the poorly-lit bar downstairs earlier.


Of course I had dared her to do that... just to see how wet I was... and the gentle touch and slow probing told me that this was a girl who knew what she was doing and could give me what I wanted.


And now she was. Once again I had her where I wanted her and she was going to give up even more of that hot sticky cum that I craved.


CHAPTER 2


Earlier


I don't think she had meant to pick me up in the bar earlier. Sure, she had gone to the bar with the intention of picking some pussy up. She did it at least one night of every trip she made away from home for business. But not me. I wasn't the get-fucked-by-a-stranger type. But then again, it wasn't every night that I came across a chick was a massive dick.


Her usual single-serving lovers were everything I wasn't. Younger, carefree, single... There were plenty like to choose from in the bar of the hotel we were staying at. But she wanted me.


The bar was crowded that night. The only place she could find to sit was right at the end of the bar. But that worked out alright because she could see the whole room full of targets for her big dick.


What she hadn't realized was that the only empty seat at the bar was the one right next to her. She realized later that perhaps that made her a target to someone else. Perhaps that empty seat explained why there was a girl like me headed her way.


She watched me come through the crowd and admired my full chest and the deep cleavage that my shirt didn't even attempt to conceal. My tight short skirt caught her eye too. Maybe so did the confident way I walked. I looked like a catch, but who knew if I was her type at that moment.


The way the edge of my skirt moved up as I sat down on the stool next to her caught her eye. She noticed that I made no attempt to pull it down.


I smiled at her, "Hi, I'm Jennie."


She smiled back, "Hi, I'm Mackenzie."


Nice smile, baby. So warm and friendly. The way I looked her straight in the eye... She couldn't resist being pulled into a conversation with me over a drink.


I was here for a business meeting that was starting the next day and I would be in town for two nights. She volunteered the same info. She was here for a meeting as well, but she stopped short of telling me which one. I didn't push the subject. It didn't matter. She knew that there were several companies coming to town that week for conferences.


I didn't Know if I was her type but she didn't seem to be looking for a way out of our conversation. Talking to me was easy. She didn't have to struggle as she did with most of the ladies she picked up. I listened and was genuinely interested by what she was saying.


I smiled. She smiled back. I moved a little closer and she talked more. Before long, she was telling me more about herself than she usually told any piece of ass she picked in a bar. This was the same time she realized that she wasn't thinking about the other girls in the bar.


She was having trouble looking at anything but my eyes and she was noticing the soft, subtle scent that I was wearing.


I couldn't pinpoint exactly when it happened, but as we drank and continued to talk, we crossed a hard line of intimacy and moved into an area where it seemed natural for her to touch my knee, and later, to rest her hand on my thigh. My pussy burned with desire when her delicate fingers touched my soft skin.


When she realized what she had done, she expected my smile to disappear and her hand to be brushed away but neither of those things happened. Instead I rested my hand on her leg for a few moments and then picked up my glass.


"You don't have to stop there," I said softly as I parted my legs a little more. The look I gave her blew her away... but she still hesitated.


"C'mon... What are you waiting for, baby?"


She still didn't know what to say. I suspected she knew what she wanted to do, but her body was frozen. I set my glass back on the bartop, leaned toward her and took her hand in mine. She hesitated as if the room was watching us. I glanced around and confirmed that nobody was paying us one bit of attention.


I lifted my hand off her leg so she could continue to feel my soft, smooth skin. She managed to tear her gaze away from my mischievous eyes and looked down to see that her hand was now between my legs and well under the edge of my skirt.


She let her fingers stretch out a little further and suddenly she could feel hair. I smiled and nodded. "I dare you to go further..."


This pickup was like nothing she had ever experienced. No girl in the past had just let her do anything like this in the bar and most had required a lot of effort just to get one of them back to her room. Yet here was me leaving her with no uncertainty about what I wanted.


"No panties, huh?"


"How sure are you, miss?" I teased. "Maybe you need to check harder..."


She couldn't resist my invitation and now she knew that there were absolutely no boundaries. When her fingers parted my pussy lips, she discovered how wet I was.


She had never had any other woman who had been as wet as this. My cunt was gushing at that point. I was so wet that her fingers would have slid right in if she had been closer to me.


She explored my gash and I gasped softly as her fingers found the hard nub above my entrance.


"While I'm not one to say no to having sex in public, perhaps we should go somewhere more private. What do you say?"


There was a tremble to my voice, and she could tell that my breathing was faster. What I had just said left her speechless.


I had just admitted to a complete stranger that I liked to have sex in public. She couldn't wait to find out what I was like in bed.


CHAPTER 3


At first she thought that we would have the elevator to ourselves and could continue what had been started in the bar. Seconds before the doors were about to close, a group of other people appeared and we were pushed back into a corner.


Her disappointment soon vanished as she felt my hand touch her hip and then move across the front of her dress. I knew I was being naughty, but I was surprised when I felt a bulge under the fabric. My eyes went wide as I looked down and saw a distinct outline of a massive penis in the soft light of the elevator.


I looked up to make sure I was looking at the same person...


Yes, it was definitely belonged to the woman I had picked up in the bar but there was something else. I had my wedding ring on, but figured a quick dyke-out was a spice of life. I had never imagined that I would pick up a dickgirl.


Why hadn't I noticed it before this? I didn't know. Perhaps she had been hiding it, but I didn't think so.


I had picked up plenty of girls while away on business but none of them were anything like what tonight's girl promised. It should have bothered me. Women didn't have penises, right? But that made it all the more desirable.


Yes, the thought of getting her cock into me was a major turn on and it made me a little bolder... even with a crowd of people around me.


I didn't complain when she slipped her hand up under my skirt and began slowly playing with my ass. Her hands softly kneaded my cheeks. Any woman who liked to fuck in public like I did wasn't going to complain about a little hanky-panky in the elevator when no one could see. At least, I hoped they couldn't.


She heard me breathe in sharply when her fingers found my asshole. Her fingers were welcome. She just had to overcome the slight push-back that my tight sphincter had.


Finally, with only a few floors to go, we had the elevator to ourselves. As soon as the doors were closed, I turned and kissed her mouth deeply. Her hand that had been in my ass came around with my turn and cupped my pussy mound.


At this angle, her two fingers could slide deep into my pussy. My growl of wild near-orgasmic pleasure was barely smothered by her mouth.


I was pulling my blouse off even as Mackenzie fumbled with the key for door of her room and by the time we were through the door, I had my blouse and bra off. I didn't worry about trying to remove my skirt, I just slipped it up onto my hips and I was ready to fuck.


"This is why I don't wear panties on nights like this," I laughed as I pushed her onto the bed and dragged her dress and panties off. Her giant dick flopped against her thigh. She looked at me like her secret had just been exposed and she was waiting to see what my reaction was going to be.


"It's so big..."


Before she could reply I was on top of her, straddling her hips and guiding her thick cock into my pussy.


I let out a wild scream as I sank down onto her cock filled the room and the hot, wet pussy that wrapped itself around her cock filled her head with an overload of pleasure.


Pressing down her chest with both hands I began to ride her hard and her struggle began...


My pussy stroked her cock and drew gasps and moans from her lips as I rode her through my first orgasm. My body bucked and shuddered as her thickness stretched me on the inside. My arousal ran down her shaft in hot rivers of juice. Her lips found my hot nipples and sucked until I begged for mercy. Her eager mouth attacked my breasts again and again as I rode her cock, desperately trying to make her cum before I did. Not that there would be any losers... I just wanted her to climax so I could feel the hot jets of jizz explode inside me like I wanted my husband to do to me.


Mackenzie finally gave in and released her first load deep inside me just as I was letting go and feeling my body explode around her cock. When both of our bodies finally calmed down, I couldn't let her get away that easily. I needed her cock again.





Mackenzie arrived at the meeting early. She was one of the attendees and her group was splitting off just after the opening speech, so she decided to spend some time in the meeting room, greeting and chatting with the other attendees as they reviewed their work and notes.


She needed quiet time before the meeting began. Her head was still filled with the joys and delights of the night before.


The sex had been incredible, and her cock still ached from the way I had fucked her. Her mind kept going back to the way I tortured her cock for more cum, unlike any other floozy she had picked up at a bar before. Most of the girls she had fucked in the past had been more interested in getting off but I had been different. I delighted in making sure she got off hard.


I had taken her along with me as we came again and again and it had been a wild trip that she wanted to do again.


She had hoped that I would spend the night with her. The thought of waking up at all hours of the night for another insane fuck-a-thon had certainly appealed to both of us. But after we had both recovered from the sexual marathon, I had kissed her long and hard. I then stood up and put my clothes back on, smoothed my skirt down, and announced that it was time for me to go back to fucking my husband at home when this conference was over.


That little announcement had left her totally speechless and I was gone before she could recover from the shock. She had been used for her cock and now it was time to say goodbye.


Did my husband know what I was doing here? Would I tell him what I had been doing? Probably not. Fucking girls with dicks on business trips was not the sort of conversation that cemented marriages.


I was going to back to him with a pussy full of girl-cum. If he didn't Know beforehand, he would certainly know if he handled the laundry. The smell of sex would be overpowering... It was still strong the morning after... How could I hide that from my husband?


The meetings that we were in town for came and went quickly. Before I knew it, it was time to get to the airport. Man, I was tired. My belly felt so full...


As I waited for the plane to pull up to the gate, I felt my pants getting tired. What the fuck was going on?! I ran to the bathroom and looked in the mirror. My belly was huge! I felt my tummy. It was solid. There was no way I ate that much...


Midway through my flight, I had to pop the button on my jeans to give my waist a little more room. By the end of the flight, my tits felt heavy. I was going to have a lot of explaining to do to my husband if my growing tummy was what I thought it was...


The End.
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